Warrior Mies
stream, which gets its name only here where already it is a
good-sized river among reeds. Flocks of sheep and goats
were browsing, with Manisht Kuh, a fine background,
behind them.
The sergeant, as we went, told me about the Lurs of
Lakistan, to whom he was related—a better race and better
fighters than these, said he, and with most remarkable
women among them. He told me the story of Qadam
Kheir, a lady of the Kulivand of Tarhan, who fought
against the government five years ago. She was a beautiful
woman, and married to her cousin. They used to go out
together to fight, and she could shoot from horseback like
a man. She finally submitted to government, and settled
in comfort amid her tribe.
There were three other heroines among the Lakistani
ladies, of whom only one, Naz Khanum, who now lives in
a castle near Harsin, has reached old age. Gazia of Alishtar,
sister of the rebel chief Mir Ali Khan whose brother I once
stayed with in the north, and who was kidnapped and
hanged a few years ago, killed herself when her husband
divorced her: she was brought up just like a boy and used
to ride everywhere with her brother and the tribe, who
adored her. And Kak-Ali of the Kuli-Alis, after a long war
with government, was finally persuaded to submit, and was
to have married the former Shah's son, but when she saw
him she declared that " nothing would induce her to put
up with half a man," and she remained unmarried rill she
died.
" The women of the Kakavend," my Wakkil-Bashi
concluded, " are not like these women here. Here they
are terrified if a guest comes to their tent at night: but a
Kakavend woman would welcome thirty riders and know
how to receive them.'*

